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Have we not stood here like trees in the ground

long enough ?

Sail forth, steer for the deep waters only,
For we are bound where mariner has not yet dared

to go,

And we will risk the ship ourselves and all.
0 my brave soul 1
0 father, father, sail,
O daring joy but safe,
O father, father, sail,
To your real Home.

RAMA*

OM!

Chicago, Illinois,
February 15,1904.

MOST BLESSED SELF,

Your numerous letters, the telegram, and all came
duly to llama's hands. When there is but one Reality,
who should thank whom ? Eama is filled with joy, Raim
is all joy. All the time Rama is all peace. Work flows
from Rama. Rama doeth no work. Be thou the fr$&
rant rose, and the sweet aroma will waft of itself all
around from thee!                                                   * :|

Do you feel yourself a Hindu with your whole ^ea^r
Do you realise their errors and superstitions as |i
own ? Could you trust them as your own brothetSv
sisters? Did you ever forget your Americanbirtij;i
find yourself transfigured into a born Hindu as B0_
often sees in himself a deep-eyed bigoted Ghristtsif||
SO, wonderful work will emanate from you spofcte^   '"

Who * are you ? who are you who go io
lost ? Are you saved yourself ?

Do you know that ''whosoever would
it?* Are ?you then one of the
be a g&triou^  Be a

